z6 Divine, Song s 

nr. 

Ana mud the crimes that 1 have done 
Be read and publifh’d there; 

Be all expos’d before the fun, 

While men and angels hear r 

IV. 

Lord, at thy foot afham’d I lie, . 
Upward I dare not look; 

Pardon my fins before I die, 

And blot them from thy book. 

V. 

Remember all the dying pains 
That my Redeemer felt; 

And let his blood wafh out my dams* 
And anlwer for my guilt. 

VI. 

O may I now for ever fear 
T* indulge a finful thought, 

Since the great God can ice and hear, 
And writes down ev’ry fault. 


f°r 


Children. 
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S O N G X. 


Solemn, 'thoughts of God and Death . 

I. 

T HERE is a God that reigns above, 
Lord of the heav’ns, and earth, and 
feas ; 

f fear his wrath, I afk his love, 

And with my lips I Ting his praife. 

II. 

There is a law which he has writ. 

To teach us all what wc mu ft do ; 

My foul, to his commands iubmir, 

For they are holy, juft, and true. 

III. 

There is a golpel of rich grace, 

Whence finners all their comforts draw, 
Lord, I repent, and feck thy face ; 

For I have often broke thy law. 

IV. 

There is an hour when I muft die, 

Nor do 1 know how foon ’twill come : 

A thoufand children young as I, 

Are call’d by death to hear their doom. 




